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THURSDAY, DECEMBER 30, 1841. 


Tue year 1841 is on the death couch—its three-hundred-and-sixty-five-day 
progeny retire lingeringly and gloomily, one by one, from the farewell chamber ; 
and its throng of grandchildren hours steal away silently, or hang around in the 
-acant and un-native sorrow of youth, whose tears are ever but the harbingers 
of brighter smiles—the passing bell of the year is already sounding—the funeral 
rites commence—what matters it that the knell will but summon the ringers to 
the belfry, that the pompous procession will turn from the grave to the installation 
of a successor. The year 1841 has lived, through storm and sunshine, its appointed 
time; it passes away too briefly for most of us, and while few, indeed, have learned 
to be weary of its presence, it has fulfilled its mission ; it will be succeeded by a 
young and rightful, and (Heaven grant it!) a prospering heir ; and it leaves a 
thousand memories, which grief, and care, and Time himself, the stern outliver, 
shall not obliterate. May we mortal yearlings so fulfil our duty and our destiny, 
and at the last hour be so consciously consoled ! 

The last day of the year is like the Frnis at the end of a volume, on which 
we are apt to pause and ruminate the preceding pages—it is the smouldering 

phcenix nest, in which the new bird is hatching—it is a milestone on the great 
homeward road we are all travelling, at which every passenger instinctively halts 
awhile; one, to calculate his progress; another, to gather breath for his up-hill 
journey ; a third, to gaze complacently along the level plain that he is about to 
track ; a fourth, to look back triumphantly on the wayfarers whom he has dis- 
tanced ; a fifth, to sigh hopefully after those who have outfooted him ; a sixth, to 
count his means for procuring a mug of ale at the next roadside inn ; a seventh, in 
sheer vacuity of purpose, enjoying his birthright freedom to loiter where he will, and 
to think only when he cannot help it. Gentle Reader, by your leave, we will 
pull up together ; we will rest our elbows, for a moment, on the same recording 
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stone; we will shake the dust from our shoes, and un-emprison the heated air 
from our hat-crowns; we will participate a friendly pinch of snuff, and we will 
retrospect the vista through which we have passed gossipingly side by side, the 
prospeets we have viewed on either hand, the ruts and swamps we have encountered 
in our path, the sunny blue sky, and the passing tempest clouds above us: such 
may not be entirely unamusing, and will be certainly profitable, if but to set us 
manfully and earnestly on the next stage of our pilgrimage. 

We began the year 1841 auspiciously enough, with the concert of the Society 
of British Musicians; proving, at least, that we had abundance of fertile seed, if 
arable fields could be found, and sunshine and rain-drops induced for its fructifi- 
cation. We had, for the first time, a theatre and a suitable establishment devoted 
to the production and performance of dramatic music by native composers, and 
cheered by a patronage so bright and unexpected, that we confess ourselves to have 
been, for a time, intoxicated into a belief that English opera had, at last, consoli- 
dated its home. Alas! that personal feelings should have outweighed the honest 
loyalty due to the Art from her lieges—that separate considerations should have 
interfered with the general sacred interest—that the egotistical misrule of one in- 
dividual, the private caprice of another, the vanity of another, and the unfaithful- 
ness of many, should have loosened the very foundation-stones (ere yet they were 
cemented) of a structure which might have been, to the inconstants themselves, 
and to their better and wiser brother artists, a lasting and a glorious inheritance ! 
The failure of the German Opera speculation, and its lamentable catastrophe at 
Manchester, whence the unfortunate members of the company were charitably ex- 
ported to their native land, are attributable only to those who have already suffered 
deeply for their mistake and presumption. The German Opera might have suc- 
ceeded in 1841, as it did in 1840, had the speculators been as unpretending and as 
unarrogant as they then were ; had they been content with a reasonable success, 
and not burst their bubble with the blast from their own charlatan trumpets : the 
German Opera failure may, however, in some measure, console us for the fate of our 
own, The Italian Opera, which was never before so strong—that is, was never so 
strong in its original sin of weakness, strong in its numerous flags and streamers 
—the Italian Opera, like a vessel worm-eaten in its hull, imperfect in its rigging, 
with an adventurous helmsman, but an insubordinate crew, and trusting only to its 
silken sails and gaudy bunting, did reach the shore ; though its voyage is known 
to have been anything but a smooth or a prosperous one. Here again, destiny 
seems to have proffered us a consolation for the non-success of the benefit concerts 
of the season, which, through the prejudice of Fashion, and the weakness of suc- 

cumbing to her caprices, yielded but a very scanty general harvest, and little or 
no compensation to the individual gatherers of tithes. "With the exception of the 
concerts of the musical funds, and that for the relief of poor Mrs. Willman, 
scarcely any of the morning and evening performances of the last season realized 
their enormous expenses; nor, considering the very unartistical and “ Monster” 
arrangements of most of them, did they merit so to do. 

Putting all these heavy unpleasantries into the scale, it may seem that the 
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balance is woefully against us, and that the cause of music in this country, if not 
entirely hopeless, is as uninspiring as it is unsatisfactory ; but for ourselves, we are 
not of the family of Despair—we are not to be cast down but by giant overbearing, 
and even then we possess an innate principle of instinctive resurrection ; moreover, 
we are disciples of that pleasant philosophy which teaches that action and hopefulness 
are the best thawers of thick-blooded despondency ; and that ruefully sighing till 
something favourable “ turns up,” as the phrase is, is like watching a tortoise laid 
on its back, Besides, we believe, and we trust to satisfy many a proselyte, that 
the year 1841, maugre its disappointments and reverses, has yet yielded something 
important for and memorable in the cause of Music in Britain; we have now a 
prima donna in the highest acceptation of the title, acknowledged on all hands to 
be supremely qualified as a singer, highly gifted with voice and person, and worthy 
of her own illustrious family as an actress; it is one victory gained if we have 
only proved to the foreign exclusives that poor, sterile, storm-deluged and pre- 
judice-ridden England is not entirely incapable of producing a musical larynx and 
an artistical soul; let the votaries of music be true to her and to themselves, and 
the mployers of Miss Kemble, to do that which they well know to be both unwise 
and unjust, will very soon be taught to change their tactics and leave our native 
vocalist to fulfil the duty she owes to her country, and to her brother and sister 
artists; those artists being the compatriots of Shakspere, and of that gifted 
family which has so intimately associated its name with his. Of the promised 
doings at Drury Lane, we are something more than hopeful; though it were to 
be wished that the door should be freely and unequivocally opened to living 
genius, yet we have no very great cause for angry complaint, so long as genius 
be cherished—so long as the intrinsic, however dusty or musty, shall have place 
or precedence—so long as the unworthy, nay, the worthless, be not preferred over 
our heads, to the injury of the Art and the ruin of the artist. It is true that 
** Acis and Galatea” has been done, and well done, as an opera, before; that 
Purcell’s “ King Arthur ” has been often imperfectly revived ; and that the won- 
derful “ Comus” has, through one theatrical mistake or another, scarcely ever 
succeeded ; but let us call to mind the frequent failures of the “ Tempest,” and 
the “ Midsummer Night’s Dream,” previous to their recent revival at Covent 
Garden ; and let us take comfort in the conviction that to listen to good music 
and national poetry is both recreative and creative—it is sunshine which at once 
cheers the soil and makes it productive. Mr. Macready is a stanch legitimatist 
in his own vocation, so jealous of Shaksperian rights that he will scarcely endure 
the glimmer of a starlet in the Empyrean hemisphere—hence, music is no more 
hardly dealt by than poetry, under his rigid dominion ; and we may trust, that 
the inculcation of his stern lessons will at length produce, not merely writers and 
composers of high quality, but a public capable of appreciating their talent. 
There is, however, a still more inspiring daybreak for the Art amongst us, in the 
adoption and expansive growth of the system of Mr. Hullah, having for its object 
the grafting of Music upon the universal education of the people, thereby ensur- 
ing a large dowry of physical and moral happiness to the future ; and in the un- 
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tiring endeavours of M. Mainzer, which tend to afford a portion of the same 
advantage to the present adult generation, and to that which is passing away. 
The development of these systems, particularly that of Mr. Hullab, and their 
paramount success, will form, if we mistake not, an epoch in our national annals, 
to which the apathy of our elder professors has never suffered them to aspire, and 
of which the ignorance of our elder politicians has never permitted them to 
dream ; but future legislators will gratefully acknowledge the virtue of the 
measure ; and musicians will yet be born in England, whose merits will be justly 
valued, for they will be generally understood. 

Peace, then, to the manes, and honoured be the memory, of the dying year 1841. 

C. 





REVIEW. 


Three Songs. The Poetry by Shelley, Keats, and Miss E. L. Montague. The 
Music by J. W. Davison. Nos. 3, 4, and 5, of the British Vocal Album. 


Wessel and Stapleton. 
No. 3. I fear thy kisses, gentle maiden. 
No. 4. In a drear-nighted December. 
No. 5. Poor heart, be still ! 


The lofty pretensions with which the “ British Vocal Album” is brought 
before the public, as, namely, an intended vindication of our national character in 
this branch of composition, demand for every piece that is put into this “ forlorn 
hope” of English musical reputation, a severer scrutiny and a more careful 
analysis than we are disposed, or}think it at all nec , to bestow upon the 
unpretending issues of every-day publication. The pawn incompetency of our, 
in all else, fertile country, has been long a proverb, which, having been founded in 
ignorance, was reared by prejudice, and is maintained by the cupiditous system 
of pandering to the naturally vulgar, because uneducated, taste of the million on 
the part of the publishers, and the malice or jealousy on the of the professors. 
We have been from time to time addressed on the low stan of English songs 
of the present day, as compared with those of other nations, and our corre- 
— have been ingeniously speculative as to the cause of our deficiency ; but 
all doubts are immediately resolvable, when we call to mind, that when a com- 
poser has of late years offered a song for publication, in which he has in the least 
endeavoured to raise his thoughts above the merest common-places of the day, his 
effort has been almost invariably declined as being “too good to print,” or if music- 
seller have ever generously gratified the ambition of some aspirant of the beautiful, 
by bringing forward a work, that, from its difference of heats to the people- 
devoted nothings with which it has been surrounded, must necessarily fail of 
immediate appreciation, it has been the invariable custom of the profession— 
whether politic or civil, itis not here to discuss—to asperse such a work with all 
the epithets of cold distaste, by which they have stifled the circulation of the 
composition, and discouraged the composer from making similar a The 
ponent collection is announced as a sort of “refuge of the destitute,” for all the 
uckless compositions that from super-excellence have been “ despised and rejected” 

of music-sellers, and have therefore lain buried in their beauty on the shelves of their 
disappointed authors; therefore, as we are confident that there abounds, among 
the present generation of British musicians, talent of the very highest order of the 
class that it is now proposed to bring forward, we shall, in our examination of the 
“British Vocal Album,” suspend none of the scruples of the most rigid critical 
acumen, feeling that while the publishers of such a work have merit at command, 
they should, in justice to the rising genius of the age, in justice to the growing 
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taste of the public, and in justice to the much dis; musical reputation of 
England, include no compositions but such as. will out their professed 
intentions. 

Upon these principles, we open the three songs of Mr. Davison—upon these 
principles we pronounce them to be quite up to the high standard by which we 
assume to judge them, and unhesitatingly declare that they would be an ornament 
to the most refined school of modern lyrical composition. They are ostensibly but 
trifles, all of them being written in the form of verses, or the repetition of the 
same melody to different words, but be it remembered, there is far more merit in 
complete success, though but in trifles, than in equivocal failure in more pretend- 

attempts. 

0. 3 is a simple, unusual, and feeling melody, beautifully accompanied, and is, 
after some consideration, our favourite of the three. We differ with Mr. Davison 
as to the accentuation of the words, the powerful, the heartful meaning of which 
is, we think, weakened, if not obscured by the reading which he has given to it ; 
the persons of the spoken to and the — are brought in so strong antithesis to 
each other throughout that we can only read the lines with this emphasis :-— 

“ I fear thy kisses, gentle maiden, 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 
My spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burden thine. 
“ J fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion, 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 
Innocent is the heart’s devotion 
With which I worship thine !’” 

How beautiful—how ay myer beautiful! is this wonderful little poem, and 
how truthfully does it tell the sel fa hear which the slighted but still heart- 
devoted penances upon himself! ‘With such a theme, what must one feel who 
would give the yet more powerful expression of music to the already living passion 
of the poetry. t us not be thought hyperbolical, when we declare that we think 
the present venturous attempt most successful; for although we dispute about 
the reading of particular words, Mr. Davison has fully shewn that he felt the 
whole, and so happily expressed his feeling, that having once compared the two, 
we cannot but think the signification of the music and the words ye us. 
The principal features of this song are, a very felicitous use of the chord known 
as the “ Neapolitan Sixth,” and a most ingenious protraction of the rhythm b 
commencing the repetition of the last phrase of each stanza upon the bar whic 
concludes it. 

No. 4 is the following charming little quaintness of Keats :— 

“ In a drear-nighted December, 

Too happy, happy tree, 

Thy branches ne’er remember 
Their green felicity 

The north cannot undo them 

With a oo through them, 

Nor frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at their prime. 


" In a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook, 
Thy bubblings ne’er remember 
Apollo’s summer look ; 
But, with a sweet forgetting, 
They stay their tal fretting, 
Never, never pe! 
About the frozen time. 
“ Ah! would ’twere so with many 
A gentle girl and boy! 
But, were there ever, any 
Writhed not at passed joy? 
To know the change, and feel it 
When there is none to heal it, 
Nor numbed sense to steal it, 
Was never told in rhyme.” 


The peculiar simplicity of these verses is admirably illustrated by the music, 
which is characterized by a piquant, yet tender expression, that is very touching. 
There is an abrupt an ly satisfactory effect in the opening symphony, to 
which our ears will not be reconciled, produced by the first bar and a half being 
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out of the key in which the song is written: certainly, B minor, the key of 
the questionable commencement, is very closely related to F sharp minor, the key 
of the song ; and where the same phrase occurs in the voice part, and is re 
in the symphonies, between the stanzas, the key of F sharp minor having been 
decided, the effect of the transient modulation is beautiful i. but, occurring as it 
does at the beginning of the song, we must question its propriety, although we will 
not object to a in a composition we so cordially admire. This song is the 
most considerable of the set, having a different figure of accompaniment, and, in 
many places, different harmony to each verse ; with all this, we must observe, that 
an unbroken character is preserved throughout. A great quaintness is given to the 
whole by the frequent suspension of the nine-four over the tonic in the cadences. 
The poetry of-No. 5 is by a young lady of very rising promise, and we are 
tempted by admiration more than gallantry to quote it :— 
“ Be still, be still, poor human heart,— 
What fitful fever shakes thee now ? 
The earth’s most lovely things depart, 
And what art thou ? 
Thy spring, than earth’s, doth sooner fade, 
Thy blossoms first with poison fill ; 


To sorrows born—to suff’ring made— 
Poor heart, be still ! 


‘* Thou lookest to the clouds, they fleet— 
Thou turnest to the waves, they falter— 
The flower that decks the shrine, though sweet, 
Dies on its altar. 
And thou, more changeful than the cloud, 
More restless than the wandering rill, 
Like that lone flow’r, in silence bowed— 
Poor heart, be still !’” 
This song, though in our oe the least striking of the three, has yet merits 
very different from and perhaps beyond, those we have praised in the others : these 
are, a great originality of harmony, several instances of which are remarkably 
beautiful ; the nmapicre of an uniform figure of triplets in the accompaniment 
throughout, which gives a happy effect of continuity to the whole; and the 
sudden return to the key of E ft, by an interrupted cadence from G minor, on 
the repetition of the o ning phrase of the melody. 

These songs are dedicated to Miss Rainforth, a young lady who needs not our 
panegyric upon her powerful feeling for music, which is so often and so success- 
fully evinced to the world. Perhaps the ig oe comment we can make, and the 
most deserving, upon the dedicated and the dedicatee, is to say, we think the songs 
and the lady worthy of each other. 

In conclusion, we most heartily compliment Mr. Davison = the rapid and 
sensible strides which he is making in his art, and we congratulate the publishers 
on their choice of the present songs, as most gratifying examples of the ability of 
English musicians. 





Evening’s Daughters. Pio Cianchettini. Cramer, Addison, and Beale. 


Evening’s Daughters are represented by a triad of female filialities, yclept 
the Gale, the Star, and the Moon; the Gale and the Star chant somewhat 
mawkishly in F major, accompanied by an infinity of long-legged arpeggios, 
suited to harp or pianoforte, and passably twaddling on either; the Moon rises in 
B flat, exulting in a strain scarcely less lachrymose, wanders back to F, and so 
ends the song. The whole of this is diversified by a somewhat pretty passage out 
of one of Dussek’s Sonatas ; but we cannot conscientiously bestow much praise on 
this effusion of “ his nephew.” 





The Prairie Lea. J. P. Knight. Falkner. 
Playful and lively, but in no ways captivating. 






John Anderson my Jo. Glee. Henry Giffin. . Tolkien. 
The ancient Scotch melody, harmonized with a thought of clumsiness. 
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“ My God! my God! why hast thou forsaken me?” F. Lingard. 
D’Almaine and Co. 
A perusal of this song will be a satisfactory answer to the question. 


 T love to dwell on Friendship past.” Written by Charles Rawlings, Esq. ; 
composed by J. Clinton. Wessel and Stapleton. 


This song would be much better if it attempted less; there is a grace in the 
melody, albeit little removed from common-place, that would be always agreeable 
but for an affectation of learning in‘ the sccompetones which betrays, as is fre- 
quently the case, a very great want of the thing affected. The discrepancies 
are, however, far less glaring and less numerous than those in a song by the same 
author, which it was our painful task to notice a few weeks since; therefore, 
seeing that Mr. Clinton is at least improving, we will spare his feelings, and not 
enumerate our grammatical objections to the work before us. 





Musard’s London Season Waltzes, Quadrilles, and Galops. No. 44. Les Sotrées, 
de Ranelagh. Cocks and Co. 


A cheerful and brilliant quadrille, with all the danceability for which its author's 
arrangements are so justly famous, and no more faults in harmony than may be 
considered as allowable licences for the sake of practical facility. e doubt not 
the many kind companions who quadrillitate away this merry Christmas-time will 
_— the questionable false relations of the rnusic in the true friendship of each 
other. 





MUSICAL INTELLICENCE. 


fAetropolitan. 


Mr. anp Mrs. Scuwan’s Concert, Lonpon Tavern.—On Thursday, 16th 
inst., Mr. and Mrs. Schwab, who, although but little known at this end of the 
town, have acquired considerable popularity among a connexion in the east, 
gave their first concert, when they must have been highly gratified to notice the 
very numerous audience that was assembled. Mr. Schwab played part of a trio 
of Serr for pianoforte, violin, and violoncello, with ea, Bosen and 
Lindley, @ mutilation which we most heartily deprecate,) a duet of Schunken for 
two pianofortes, with Mrs. Schwab, and a trio of Czerny for three performers on 
two pianofortes, with Mrs. Schwab, and his pupil, Miss M.——,, a promising young 
player, who needs not the at jae of an oman announcement te qualify the 
good impression made by her performance. The selection of the latter piece was 
very injudicious, for there was not even brilliancy in it sufficient to compensate for 
its excessive length and want of musical interest, and we cannot but think such a 
choice very much in accordance with the taste displayed in the omission of the 
slow movement in Beethoven’s trio. Mr. Schwab also accompanied all the vocal 
music, and: in this, as in his other performances, displayed considerable ability. 
Mr. Sonnenberg, with whom we have not hitherto had the pleasure of meeting, 

layed admirably a solo on the clarionet; and Mr. May, likewise a novice, did 
himself credit in a solo on the flute. Messrs. Lindley, Bosen, and J. B. Chatter- 
ton, also exerted themselves on their various instruments ; and Misses Birch and 
Phelps, Messrs. John Parry, D. Nelson, and O. Feder, were the vocalists. 

On the whole, we may compliment Mr. and Mrs. Schwab on their first public 
essay, and congratulate the amateurs of the east, on having such persons amongst 
them to form and direct their musical taste. 


PROMENADE CONCERTS, LYCEUM. 


We were tempted to venture, on Monday night, into the eight-barry regions, 
and as a reward for our energy, were ed with a somewhat choicer selection 
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than usual. Among other things, the overtures to “ Fidelio” and “ Don Juan” 
were capitally performed, and the famous duo “ Dove vai,” from Guillaume Tell, 
was given in magnificent style. M. re’s handling of that tesque and 
unwieldy instrument, the ophicleide, is little short of a miracle ; and we are 
certain never to have heard the bass part in this duet so well rendered by any 
singer on earth. Mr. Laurent delivered his part with as much expression as could 
possibly be squeezed out of so vulgar an instrument as the cornet-’-pistons. ‘The 
novelty of the evening was a pianoforte fantasia, by young Laurent, his first 
appearance as a public performer. The piece he selected, or the piece selected 
for him, was one of the finger-splitting rattles of the now almost forgotten—though 
for an instant revivificated to plunge again still more irrevocably into oblivion— 
Herz, and the applause he received must have been highly gratifying to the 
youthful debutant. He is a pupil of Mr. W. H. Holmes, and we hope speedily 
to hear him in something more worthy his ability, and more likely to do credit to 
his excellent instructor than the threadbare trumpery of the French Amalekite. 
Musard’s clever “ Polichinelle,” and Auber’s quadrille overture to “ Zanetta” 
contained many pleasant points of instrumentation ; and what with the burst into 
F major, (the one great point throughout the Soupe a la Robert,) the antique 
English tunes Musard-ified, (thank | ards ! not Wade-ified,) the charming 
subject from the slow movement of Beethoven's Kreitzer Sonata, Labitzsky-fied 
into a very delicious waltz—what with these, and notwithstanding a very dull 
affair by Strauss, and some stuttering three-fourisms decapitated of their first 
leg, (without even the substitution of a wooden or a cork one, )—what with these, 
and spite of those, we have often spent a less agreeable soirée than that of Monda 
night at the Promenades, and we doubt not that some few others, kindred souls 
magnetizable sympathizers, co-thinking individuals, corporeally two, but soulfully 
one, were of the same opinion with ourselves. Like the poem of Epysychidion, 
by Shelley, the entrails of our epilogomena, will be caviare to the many-headed, 
but to the select few will be as water to the parched earth, as manna to the 
hungry Israelite; they will unravel our sphinxities, and untwist our enigmatics, 
so that our dictum shall be as the opening of the seventh seal, or the finality of 
cherubian metastasis. 
MUSIC HALL, STORE STREET. 


Mr. Wilson was delivered of his third lecture on Monday the 27th, and though 
we saw no new facts, we heard sundry old tunes. We were, moreover, en- 
lightened as to the hitherto sepultured celebrity of the compositions of Neil Gow, 
the famous Scotch png 3 er, not to forget his equally unremembered, but not 
the less illustrious son, Nathaniel.. The manner of singing Scotch songs was also 
inculeated with much emphasis, and was more than amply illustrated executively, 
in the course of the evening. The entranced company were lost in a maze of 
dotted quavers, which made up for the deprivations of the fourth and the leader. 
They departed with their heads full of pibrochs, and their hearts full of Mr. 
Wilson’s eloquence, and reeled home very comfortably, pleased with the 
additional store of wholesome wisdom they had just ingurgitated. 


BEAUMONT SQUARE. 


The subscribers to the Philosophical Institution, Mile End, gave a concert on 
Wednesday evening, under the direction of Mr. T. Baker, who led the band; 
conductor, Mr. Sixto Perez. A fantasia on the pianoforte by Mr. F. B. Jewson, 
was brilliantly executed by the composer; and Mr. F. Chatterton gave another 
on the C: A quartet, by Mayseder, was performed by Messrs. Baker, 
Glanville, W. Loder, &c. &c. Master Blagrove played a solo on the concertina. 
These pieces, with a few overtures, constituted the instrumental portion of the 
concert, and the vocal part was sustained by Mrs. W. Loder, Miss Bassano, and 
Mr. John Parry. 

EASTERN INSTITUTION. 
The first of a series of pes en concerts took place on Thursday evening, 


and was attended by six hundred persons. A very good band was led by Mr. 
Willy, and conducted by Mr. T. H. Severn. Solos on the violoncello by Lindley ; 




















THE MUSICAL WORLD. 425 


clarionet, by Lazarus ; and the overtures to Fidelio, Semiramide, Cosi Fan Tutte, 
and Weber's Jubilee, were loudly applauded. Madame Caradori Allan sung 
several songs, and was encored in a French romance, with an accompaniment for 
the oboe, played by Mr. Keating. The other singers were Mrs. A. Toulmin, Mr. 
Hobbs, and Mr. John Parry ; the latter was twice encored. 


WESTERN INSTITUTION, LEICESTER SQUARE. 


On Monday evening Mr. Joseph Warren, who is much to be distingui for 
his researches in musical antiquity, gave a lecture on the music of the Netherlands, 
&c, in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, before the members of the St. Martin’s 
porean ag Library. This was Mr. Warren’s first personal appearance in publie, 
although he has gained much deserved notoriety as a frequent correspondent in 
musical matters in the public journals. We are sure our readers will best estimate 
the extent of erudition displayed in the lecture of Monday evening, by recollect- 
ing some of his very numerous and very intelligent letters. 

e lecture was illustrated by the performance of many pieces, solo and 
concerted, from the hoarded repositories of the middle ages, in which Miss 
Thornton, and several other vocalists, professional and amateur, acquitted them- 
selves with great credit and effect. 


Y 





Provincial. 


*,* This department of the ‘‘ Musica Wor.p” is compiled and abridged from the provincial press 
and from the letters of our country correspondents. We are, therefore, not responsible 
for any matter or opinion it may contain.—Ep. M, W. 


Batu.—The Harmonic Society had a splendid meeting on Friday the 17th inst., and 
the success of the glees was beyond all precedent. ‘“ Shall I wastinge,” was sung thrice ; 
“In Autumn we should drink, boys,” “ Gallop on gaily. and “ Awake, awake,” 
(B. Taylor’s) were encored, and the beautiful madrigal, “ Under the greenwood tree,” 
richly deserved the same compliment. Tae indefatigable exertions of the professional 
gentleman, Messrs. Millar, Milsom, Pyne, and B. Taylor, in selecting and rehearsing, 
and the style in which they execute this beautiful kind of music, so acceptable to 
English ears, has given a popularity to this society which will ensure its perpetuity. 

Norwicu.—A choral concert was given on Friday the 17th inst., for the benefit of 
the “ Sick Poor and District Visiting Society,” when several of the finest compositions 
of Handel were executed by the Choral Society, two hundred and fifty in number, 
under the able and indefatigable superintendence of Mr. John Hill, the chorus master ; 
the orchestra was judiciously led by Mr. Bray ; Miss Hawes sang several fine pieces 
with great effect, particularly a solo in the Dettingen Te Deum, most beautifully 
accompanied by Mr. Distin. A sum of eighty pounds has been handed over to the 
chairman 


Burstem.—Mr. Tilley’s scholastic examination and concert took place in the 
National School Room, on Thursday the 23rd inst. Mr. A, Mellon, leader of the band 
at the Theatre Royal Birmingham, Mr. B, Tilley, leader of the Philharmonic Society, 
Birmingham, and Mr. Scotcher, leader of the Duke of Sutherland’s quadrille band, 
were the solo performers. The band was led by Mr. Scotcher. Mr. Rowley accom- 
panied the solos on the pianoforte, and, with Mr. G. Simpson, played two duets. The 
vocal part was sustained by Messrs. Tilbury and Abington. 

Woncester.—The Philharmonic Society’s concert was given at the Athenzum on 
Monday night. The selections were good, and their execution as effective as could 
be expected from so small a band. One of Rossini’s airs was excellently performed by 
Mr. L, D’Egville on the violin. 





oreign. a 

: Forrign Paris, Hotel des Trois Ours. 
Dear Wortp,—I have sent you nothing about Donati, the new tetior who 
made his débiit in “ Norma,” for two reasons—first, I care very little about tenors ; 
secondly, I care much less about “ Norma;” so you must curb impatience 
until he makes his appearance in some more interesting character. At the Opera 
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Comique, last Sunday, one Cavallini dosed us between the acts with a couple of 
clarionet solos, airs with variations from two insipid operas by Donizetti and Mer- 
cadante. Can you imagine anything more ridiculous, or more degrading to the 
Opera Comique 2 This Cavallini professes the clarionet at the Conservatorio at Milan 
—the compositions were his own. M. Halevy’s Opera, “La Reine de Chypre,” 
has been successful ; it is a wishy-washy affair, in the French school, with a dash of 
Lindpainter and his tribe to render it disagreeable; but our neighbours swallow 
with avidity anything that is offered them, however tasteless, so that it be muffled in 
gewgaws and tinsel trumpery, with a power of brass instruments. A new opera in 
three acts, by Auber, is announced. is composer writes too fast, and is rapidly 
losing all the laurels he gained some ten years ago; his works are now of the most 
trivial kind, and have nothing to recommend them but a few pretty airs, and some 
brilliant instrumentation. The affair about Rossini’s Stabat Mater has been adjourned 
for eight days. It is pompously announced in the French journals, that M. Vieux- 
temps has returned to Paris for the purpose of having his violin i ea Good 
heavens! what a loss must the French papers be at for matter, when the move- 
ments of such a person as M. Vieuxtemps are considered sufficiently interesting 
for comment ! As another illustration of this want of subject for discussion, there 
is a long review on that very insipid and stupid composition of Thalberg, the fan- 
tasia on subjects from “ Don Giovanni,” which, imprimis, is as old as the hills, and, 
secundo, is as bad as anything that even Thalberg ever wrote. It is much more 
amusing to see these critics apotheosizing Chopin rather than Thalberg ; at any rate, 
Chopin has one species of originality—viz, that of making every note appear wrong, 
from the peculiarity of his harmonization, whereas Thalberg has no remarkable feature 
whatever, but that of sheer dullness. I have no more to say, but that I have left 
my former abode, in consequence of a barrel organ which obstinately persecuted me 
every morning at breakfast time, with that most intolerable piece of mawkish senti- 
mentality, “ Kathleen Mavourneen,” (a regular importation from the Irish maudlin 


hospital, as one of your correspondents aptly remarked,) and that still more insuf- 
ferable “‘ When we went a gipsying, a long time ago.” Inthe name of Heaven, 
dear World, who were the perpetrators of these nauseous effusions ? They should 
be sent to the treadmill for a month, at least. Adieu. Yours, as usual, 

P. 


P.S.—A letter will find me at “ Les Trois Ours.” I was tired of the three 
ladders, and hope to find the bears more bearable. 





HM*iscellaneous. 


Puitnarmonic Socrety.—The directors have received a communication from 
Spohr, ting a new characteristic symphony which he has just completed, and 
which will be given in the course of the approaching series of concerts. The 
symphony is written for a double orchestra, and is meant to describe the spiritual 
and the material of human existence, a very metaphysical subject, and for musical 
treatment a most speculative one, which to us rather shews the want of a better, 
than promises any great field for expression in itself. Upon the mere supposition of 
what the present work may not be, we regret that Spohr who has achieved so 
vastly much with the legitimate means, and in the natural provinces of his art, 
should condescend to fritter away his great genius upon orchestral experiment 
and apparently indescribable characteristics ; but he who has achieved vastly much 
is the person alone to wage novel adventures, and despite the failure of the His- 
torical Symphony at the Philharmonic—albeit, no criterion of its want of merit— 
we are determined to suppose that anything upon which the author of the 
Symphony in D minor, and the overture to “ Faust” has spent his imagination, 
may be a worthy production of the first musician of his age. 

Trartan Orrra.—It is understood that Mr. Lumley has succeeded in engaging 
Madame Frezzolini, the present = of song in Italy, and her husband Signor 
Poggi, the first tenor on the Italian stage. Mesdames Grisi, and Persiani, 
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and Viardot Garcia, and Signori Mario and Lablache, have also been retained. 

Pisa Teaherial is es meni for terms. We also learn oe Dees 
en eD , ata round sum, to compose an opera expressly for her 

Majesty's Theatre. The season will commence early in Passe _ 

Miss Emma Bryctxy.—The Neapolitan papers are loud in their praise of a 
new English cantatrice, who made her first appearance in the “ Sonnambula,” at 
the Teatro del Fondo, on the 3rd of last month. The debutante, Miss Emma 
Bingley, who is only in her nineteenth year, is a pupil of Curioni’s. 

Mr. Extason’s New Orrra.—The “Sunday Times,” announcing the existence 
of this embryotic opera, says, with its usual nature, “ We trust Mr. Eliason 
may have materials upon which to base his work.” A wag, on reading this, 
observed, “ Ah! the good materials required by Mr. Eliason are a competent 
knowledge of music !” We are, however, inclined to look upon our cotemporary’s 
expression, “base his work,” as a sly ironicism levelled against Mr. Eliason’s 
peculiar mode of bassing in general. 


WORKS RECEIVED FOR REVIEW. 


Overture, “Les Diamans de la Couronne, for two performers ; “ Prince of 
Wales’ Quadrilles,” as duets—by J. W. Davison. Waltz, Cavatina, and Galop, 
from an Opera by Donizetti—J. R. Ling. “She sighed at his departure”— 
William Jackson, of Masham. 


MUSIC OF THE WEEK. 


Promenade Coneerts at the English Opera House—every Evening. 


Miss Vinning, and Mr. Emmanuel, at the Adelaide Gallery—Monday and 
Wednesday. 


Miss Kemble in Norma—Thursday and Tuesday. 
Mr. Paul Bedford in Norma—Thursday, Monday, and Tuesday. 





LIST OF NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


PIANOFORTE. | VOCAL. 


Lachner,—‘“ I think then of thee,’’ an 












Les Soirées de Londres, No. 57, Carnaud. 

The Prince of Wales’ Quadrilies, as 

Duets, by J. W. Davison - - Wessel 
Adam.—Melange sur ‘‘ Les Diamans de 

la Couronne,” of Auber - Ditto 
Adam.—*“ Les Delices des Diamans,”’ Six 

petits Airs de l’Opera d’Auber - 
Kalliwoda.—Works, No 3, Le Printemps 

Solo d’Amusement - - Ditto 
Moscheles, J.—Serenade, Op. 108 - Chappell 
Ditto.— Romance et Tarantelle Brillante, 

Op. 101 - - bg 
Ditto.—Ditto ditto, as a Duet 
La Rose D’Angleterre, the best and latest 

Waltzes by Lanner, Labitzky, and 

Strauss, 6 books - 

Lanner.—The Odd Fellows’ Waltzes 
Beethoven’s Works, Book IV., containing 

3 Bagatelles, op. 33; 2 Rondeaux, Fa- 

vourite Variations on Quant’ e piu 

bello; Ditto, Nel cor; Ditto, on 


Taudeln et Scherzen; Ditto, Rule Bri- 
tannia ; Ditto, on Une fievre brulante ; 
Ditto, God save the King; Ditto, on 
Ich denke dein ; Polonaise for 4 hands, 
op. 42; 3 Marches, 4 hands, op. 45 





- Ewer 





answer to “ Think of me,” with Piano- 

forte and Horn or Violoncello - Ewer 
“I dream of early childhood,” Cavatina, 

C. Smith - - : Chappelt 
“* Beneath a spreading tree,’? Romance, 

** Postilion,” A. Adam Ditto 
“ The Change,” Song, Hon. Mrs. Norton Ditto 
Corrado d’ Altamura Opera Nuova da F. 

Ricci ° e F - Boosey 
A Vendetta non ira Mortale, Terzetto Ditto 
Se vederla e il Solo bene, Cavatina- Ditto 
Wessel and Stapleton’s Series of German 

Songs, No. 264, “‘ Two Fishers at e’en 

were sitting,” by Baerwolf - Wessel 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Gems of the Opera, No. 20, Ist Book of 
Airs from “ Les Diamans de la Cou- 
ronne,” for Flute Solo 


ORCHESTRA MUSIC. 
Twelve sets of New Waltzes, by Lanner - 
Ditto ditto 
Ditto ditto 
Twelve sets of New Quadrilles by Musard 


Ditto 


Cocks 
Ditto 
Ditto 
Ditto 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


“‘N. D.”—Dr. Samuel 8. Wesley, Mr. Thomas Adams, Mr. Henry Smart, Mr. Oliver ‘May, and 
Mr. Henry Lincoln. 

«“ E, J. L.”—Mr, Professor Taylor, Mr. Chorley, Mr. Ayrton, Mr. Hogarth; Mi. Elia, Mr. Alsager, 
Mr. Gruneison, Mr. F. W. N. Bailey, Mr. Parry, Mr. John Hunt, Mr. Henry Smart, Mr. By 
Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson, Mr. J. W. Davison, Mr. Gauntlett, Mr. Novello, Mr. Cowden C! ; 
Mr. James Holmes, Mr. Leman Rede, Mr. Laman Blanchard, Mr. John Hullah, Mr, Leigh Hunt,” 
Mr. J. A. Hamilton, Mr. Frederick Davison, and Mr. Edward James Loder. 

“W. H. H.”—Dr. Essex, Mr. Craven, Mr. Rooke, Mr. Sporle, Mr. F. Romer, Mr; Tully, Mr. J. 
Clinton, Mr. F. N. Crouch, Mr. Jolly, Mr, De Pinna, Mr. Rodwell, Mr. J. Cohan, and Mr. - Clement, 
White. 

«“ B. A.’—Thanks for his communications ; we entirely agree with him about M—-s. 

“ L.”—A notice of what he mentions had already been written for Monday’s performance, other-: 
wise the ticket would have arrived too late. 

“ F. B. J.’"—By no manner of means. 

“ Rossinist.””—What has the opinion of Thalberg to do with the question ? 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS BY WESSEL AND STAPLETON, 
67, Frith-street, Soho-square. 
SPLENDID NEW YEAR’S GIFT FOR 1842. 


THE PRINCE OF WALES’ ALBUM, edited by Freperic StaPieton, price 15s.- 

Magnificently illustrated by Branparp and others. Containing contributions from the most 
celebrated modern composers at home and abroad. 

THE EMERALD ISLE QUADRILLES, on Irish airs, composed and: dedicated to the Right Hon; 
DANIgL O'CONNELL, M.P., and Lord Mayor of Dublin, by J. W. Davison, with a superb iho. 
graphic title, price 4s.; as duets by-ditto, 4s. 

THE PRINCE OF WALES. New Loyat Sone, by J. W. Davison—“ Let 
every British heart rejoice,” splendidly illustrated, price 2s. Three New Songs, by J. W. Davison, 
the poetry by Desmonp RyAn, sung by and dedicated to Crement Wuits. No. 1, “Sweet 
Village Bells,’’ 2s.—No. 2, ‘‘ The Lover to his Mistress,” 2s.—No. 3, “‘ I have wept mine eyes tear- 
less,” 2s. 6d. New Songs by MENDELssOnN—“ Fairer the meads are growing,”’ 2s.—‘ O come to 
the greenwood,” 2s. 6d.—‘‘ Let nought that’s earthly pain thee,” 2s. Ditto, by Mor1qus—“ Bird, 
fly from hence,’ 2s.—'‘ When the moon is shining brightly,” 2s: Ditto, by Lovisz Benpixen— 
** My faint spirit,”’ 2s.—‘‘ As the moon’s soft splendour,”’ 2s. 6d., the poetry by SHELLEY. 

NEW QUADRILLES FOR THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. ‘‘ Naroxron,” a grand historical 
quadrille, by JuLLiEN, 4s. ‘‘THe Roya Union,’ on English and Irish airs, by the same, 4s. 
“Tae Prince oF WALES’ QUADRILLES,” by SaEReeP, 4s. These are splendidly illustrated, and 
may also be had as duets, by J. W. Davison, each 4 

AUBER’S NEW OPERA. .The overture and the whole of the music from this highly successful 
opera, including, among other thiugs, ‘Les DiamANs DE LA CouRONNE,” and “ La Reine Ca. 
TARINA,” two quadrilles by Musarp, each 4s. ; as duets, 4s. ; performing at the English Opera 
House with nightly encores. 

NEW PIANOFORTE MUSIC. “THe TemPeRAMENTS,” by MENDELSSOHN; and “ Select 
Works,’’ by WILLIAM STERNDALE BENNETT 

IN THE PRESS. PHANTASMION. Sonata in E major for the Pianoforte, dedicated to E. J 
Lopsr, by J. W. Davison, op. 7. 

THE BRITISH VOCAL ALBUM. Nos, 1 to 7, consisting of two songs by G. A. MACFARREN, the 
poetry by Sueiey ; three songs by J. W. Davison, the poetry by SHELLEY, KEATS, and ELEANORA 
L. MONTAGUE ; and two songs by ‘CLEMENT Waite, the poetry by Desmonp Ryan. The next six 
Numbers will be by Henry Smart, T. M. Mupieg, and G. A. MACFARREN. 

WESSEL AND StaPLETon, publishers of the celebrated series of German songs with German and 
English words, and of ‘‘ Spohr’s Great Violin School,”’ 67, Frith-street, Soho. 


ANDEL’S MESSIAH, COMPOSED IN THE YEAR 174], is now ready. 
In this Edition, the Vocal Parts are given complete, and the most important of the Instru- 

mental Parts (including those added by Mozart) contained in an Accom) ent for the Pianoforte 
or Organ, newly-arranged by John Bishop, in one elegant volume, folio size, whole cloth boards, 
price 15s. London, published only by Her Majesty’s Musicseliers, Messrs. Cocks and Co., 20, 
Princes-street, Hanover-square, and to be had of all Musicsellers and Booksellers; where may be 
had, gratis and postage free, a List of Popular Musical Works admirably adapted either for Presents 
or for Musical Students. 








London: Printed by HUGH CUNNINGHAM, of.No. 7, Princes Street, in the parish of Saint Luke, 

Chelsea, (at the office of T. C. SAVILL, No. 107," St. Martin’s Lane, in the parish of St. 

Martin-in-the-Fields, _Westminster,) and published by. him at the OrFicE oF THE 

Musica, Wort», No. 1, St. MARTIN’S eg TRAFALGAR Square, in said parish 
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